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herself in the bazaar-shoes for the banquet, and only those
who have had experience of the odours of badly cured
country-leather can realise the result! The smell is bad
enough in the open air, but in a close crowded room it is
absolutely deadly. I was able to prevent the flooring of the
house being torn up in the search for the supposed offending

rats, and I attempted delicately to convey to Miss A------the

terrors of country leather. But she was entirely sceptical,
and attributed my view to the prejudice which old Indians
are supposed to foster against everything Indian. I learnt,
too, that not long afterwards there was a dead-rat scare at
Government House, and that the engineer had had much
difficulty with the flooring there. As a visit- of my friend
to the Lieutenant-Governor coincided with the date of the
epidemic, I at once realised the cause.

Connected with this bazaar visit must be related a story
exhibiting the resource and craft of the Hindu in search of
rupees and of those natives inhabiting these markets. We
were examining the stock of a seller of native sweetmeats.
The itinerant vendor carries these on a large tray, and gen-
erally is allowed to establish himself during the heat of the
day in a shady corner or verandah of some rich man's house.
Miss A------was amazed at the large number of uninviting-
looking sweetmeats that could be purchased for the smallest
coin, and this reminded me of the clever manner in which
this fact had been put to account by an astute old banker to
tap valuable information to his benefit. It was at a period of
great excitement in the opium market. Constant complaints
were made to Government that confidential information
telegraphed to one of the stations leaked out. The signallers
were watched, but with no success, and it was not until a
year afterwards, when one of these gentry quarrelled with his
wife, that the lady revealed the clever modus operandi. The
pair were East Indians, and they had a little daughter of
some six years old. In the bazaar was an astute old native
banker, who had many irons in the fire, including specula-
tions in opium. And early news of the market was to him
of the first importance. In the shade of the building, close